We lose our guide
told me, nearly every evening, and leaves only the actual
mountain summits unsubmerged.
At seven-thirty we departed. After so many delays, we
were to climb the ramparts of Solomon's Throne at last. I
thought longingly, indeed, of the summit itself, and spoke of
it to the shikari, who seemed much more reserved than he
had been in Shahristan. The matter was left for the time
being, and meanwhile we descended to Mian Rud by yester-
day's track, meeting haymakers on the way under loads of
thyme-scented grasses. There we left the Darijan route and
turned up the other stream, which encircles the northern side
of the great Throne.
Here a first hitch became manifest.
Our shikari, elated by the fact that he was being given six-
pence a day and a holiday as well, had volunteered at daybreak
to bring us an ibex from the hills. 'Aziz, in an access of
generosity over w^hich he did not consult me, lent him my
field-glasses for the occasion, with the result that we saw no
more of either him or them for the rest of the day, and soon
after Mian Rud discovered that we were guideless and lost.
At first this did not matter. All we had to do was to walk
up grassy slopes eastward, keeping the river in a narrow valley
below us on our right, where the central pyramid of the
Throne rose on the other side in massive ledges with string
courses of grass here and there, black as a dungeon keep in the
shadow. The difficulties began when the encircling stream
turned up into the centre of things, rising through a ruinous
and apparently unrideable valley towards the high summit
of the Throne itself. Our path, on the other hand, such as it
was, appeared to continue straight over a wall of rock some
thousands of feet high which, the peasants of Mian Rud told
us, formed the pass of Kalau, or Chertek as some prefer to call
it from the name of the pastures at its feet.
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